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Toe Sucking and Spanking 


Author's Notes: 
Uhh.-first fic up here in a while! It hasn\'t been beta-ed I\'m afraid, but it has had a test audience on a 


different message board. Let me know if there\'s something glaringly obvious | should change! 


Nikki rubbed his fingers against the bridge of his nose and sighed. 
"Tommy, I'm not gonna tell you again," he said. "I am NOT gonna suck your toes!" 


"Come on Nik, you might like it" Tommy grinned from his seat at the mixing desk and waved his foot at the 
bassist. 


Nikki frowned at the long toed foot in front of his face and then at its owner. 
"Fine," Tommy said, letting his foot fall to the floor once again. "But you could at least let me suck yours." 


"Nol" Nikki cried, throwing his arms up in despair. "You're a freak T-Bone!" 


Tommy giggled and leant back in the chair. "This coming from the guy who sets himself on fire..voluntarily!" he 
retorted. 


"That's entertainment," Nikki argued. 
"Hey, | find toes entertaining," Tommy replied, waggling his eyebrows. 


Nikki just rolled his eyes and turned back to the desk. Tommy paused and then pounced on the older man, 
tackling him to the floor. 


"ARGH, FUCK! Tommy get the fuck off mell" Nikki screamed, whacking the lanky drummer as hard as he could. 


Tommy just laughed and continued to wrestle the bassist into submission. Finally he was straddling Nikki's 
torso, facing the other man's feet. Nikki continued to pummel his back, but Tommy ignored the pain and 
proceeded to pull Nikki's socks from his feet. 


"Letts see what we got here," Tommy muttered, more to himself than the hysterical man beneath him. 


He threw Nikki's socks aside and studied the man's feet. They were really quite beautiful, as feet go, but then 
he didn't expect anything else from his beautiful best friend. He paused, there were two ways this could go. 
One: he could anger and offend one of the best friends he'd ever had and lose an amazing relationship, or two: 
he could end up taking that amazing relationship to a fantastic new level. Taking Nikki's left foot in his long 


fingered hands, Tommy prayed for outcome number two. 


Nikki's beatings slowed as Tommy bent down towards the bassist's feet, and Tommy decided to take it as a 
good sign. The drummer took one last deep breath before taking Nikki's big toe into his mouth. 


Despite himself, Nikki groaned, and he felt Tommy smile around his toes in response. Shit; he didn't think this 
would be so fucking sensual, he wasn't really into feet and he'd certainly never let anyone suck off his toes 
before. Well, not that he could remember at least. The problem was that Tommy knew exactly the right way 
to do it! He knew all the best spots to suckle on, the places that sent electric shocks up Nikki's spine when 
they were licked, softly, and all the points that just needed a whisper of a tickle to have the older man 


squirming. 


Tommy was desperately trying to keep his composure, but Nikki really wasn't making it easy. His earlier whacks 
had become clawing caresses up and down Tommy's back, and his former screams of protestation were now 
deliciously deep moans of surrender. Oh, and Nikki's raging-hard on digging into his ass didn't help Tommy much 
either. 


Suddenly, Nikki's arms were around Tommy's waist and the young man was rolled onto his belly on the harsh 


studio carpet. Nikki's hard body was still flush with his and Tommy could feel hot breath at his ear. 


"Ok T-Bone; you've indulged in your fantasy, time for me to have mine." 


The words alone would've had Tommy squirming in anticipation, but the tongue that swept around his ear 
afterwards had him begging for something more. Nikki pulled Tommy onto hands and knees, his hands gripping 
the drummer's hips in an almost possessive way. He ran his hands up Tommy's sides, under the shirt to feel 
the taut, lean muscle beneath. 


“This'll have to come off," he snapped, tugging Tommy upright to his knees. 


Tommy knelt up and ripped off his shirt as fast as he could; sighing as Nikki's hands quickly took over its place. 
Rough, string torn fingers caressed his skin, quickly finding every spot that made him groan. Hot, wet kisses 
graced his neck and Tommy let his head fall back against his best friend's shoulder. 


Nikki let his hands run over Tommy's jeans, grinning at the growing bulge he found there. 
"Fuck man, never knew you wanted me so bad," he growled low against Tommy's ear. 
"Shit, been starin at that ass long enough," was Tommy's breathless reply. 

The bassist grinned and scraped his teeth against the tattooed kiss on Tommy's neck. 
‘Guess that explains why we can't keep our women, huh?" 


The truth of the joke resonated in both of their minds and Tommy turned to look Nikki in the eye. There 
wasn't any need for words; they'd said enough to each other over the years to know how the other one 
thought. Now, their eyes did the talking. Tommy's brown, puppy dog eyes told Nikki's glass green orbs how 
desperately he'd needed him for so, so long. Nikki's replied with a depth of love for the other man, that he 


never even knew existed. 


Tommy's eyes slipped shut as Nikki crushed their mouths together with forceful passion. There was no need 
to duel it out now; he knew he'd get his chance to take charge. For now though, Nikki's rough hands tugged at 
the belt around Tommy's hips; scrabbling for the prize, hidden beneath rough denim. Deftly, Tommy shoved his 


jeans down just past his knees. 


Nikki broke the searing kiss and pushed Tommy back to his hands and knees; he was still going to have his 
fantasy only now, it would be even better. He tugged the cumbersome denim from Tommy's calves and 
surveyed the beautiful sight before him. The drummer's lanky frame was a vision of pure sensual pleasure; 
his back was perfectly arched, his shoulder-blades tense as he waited for Nikki to make his next move, and 
the round of his ass was just begging to be touched. 


With a grin that could only be called devilish, Nikki took the drummers hips in his hands and scraped his nails 
across the pale flesh. Tommy cried out at the sensation of rough fingers on hot skin, and threw his head back 
against his tense shoulders. Nikki raised one hand and brought it down harshly against one ass-cheek. Tommy 


wailed again. 


"Yeah, you like that Tommy? You like being spanked don't you?" Nikki teased, bringing his hand down again on 
the already reddened cheek. 


Tommy could only nod in response. 


"Yeah, | know you love it," Nikki continued. "I've heard you beg those sluts you date for it. Only they can't do it 
right, can they?" 


Tommy bit back a moan and shook his head, feeling hot tears against his eyes as Nikki slammed his hand down 


again. 
"No, you needed me to do it, didn't you?" Another smack. 
Tommy nodded once more and cried out, the pain almost unbearable. Almost: but not quite. 


Nikki stopped his tirade and bent his head. He smothered the sore, red flesh with soft kisses, delighting in the 


sighs that came from his young drummer. 


Nikki swiftly shucked his shirt and began to fumble with his jeans. Tommy looked over his shoulder at the loss 


of contact and smiled. 
"Need a hand?" he asked. 


"No," Nikki snapped. "You stay where you are until | tell you to move." He glared back at Tommy and pushed 
himself off the floor, kicking himself out of his jeans. 


The glint in his eye told Tommy to stay still as the older man headed into the bathroom, presumably to find 
some lube. And still the sight of his retreating ass had Tommy biting back groans as his cock twitched against 
his belly. 

Nikki padded back into the room, squirting lotion into his hand and slicking up his aching cock as he fell back to 
his knees behind Tommy. He ran one hand up Tommy's crack, spreading the cheeks and bringing one slick finger 
to tease the tight hole. Tommy almost squealed as he felt the cold lotion against his hole, but as Nikki's finger 
pushed in he let out a deep, guttural moan and relaxed around the digit. 

"You've done this before." Nikki smirked. "| can be rougher." 


Tommy winced then cried out as four slick fingers pushed into him, twisting and curling against his walls. 


"You fucker!" he cried. 


"What was that?" Nikki demanded bringing his free hand down in a harsh slap on one cheek. 


Tommy bit his lip again and shook his head. Nikki rubbed the sore cheek and continued his explorations, pushing 


and curling until Tommy threw his head back and let out a keening cry. 
“There we go," Nikki muttered, almost to himself. 


He swiftly removed his fingers and pressed his aching cock against Tommy's open entrance. Grabbing the 
drummer's lean hips, Nikki pushed forward, his breath hissing through his teeth as he was engulfed in hot, 
pulsing heat. 


"Fuck Tommy," he choked as he filled the younger man. "You're fucking tight!" 


Tommy couldn't speak to reply, he merely rocked back against Nikki's hips; desperate for him to move. Nikki 
obliged him and began to inch out and back in, building up his speed as he got used to the feel of the tight 
heat around him: it had been a long time since he'd had a man and he'd forgotten just how high it could get 


him. 

Without even thinking, Nikki trailed one hand down to fist Tommy's leaking prick; he needed Tommy with him 
when he hit the peak and crashed over it. Tommy gasped out pleas for more and Nikki did all he could to fulfil 
them; now slamming into the younger man and matching his fist to his thrusts. 

Test-patterns flashed in front of Nikki's eyes and white noise filled his ears as he slammed in one last time 
and stilled as he emptied within his Tommy. Tommy's head snapped back against his back in a silent cry as he 
felt the hot, stickiness of his load splash against his stomach. 

The drummer's arms shook from the intensity of his experience and he couldn't help but slide down to the 
floor, breathing deeply. Nikki lowered himself down beside the gasping man and pulled him into his arms. Tommy 
relished the embrace and curled up against the hard chest of his bassist. 

"I told you," he said quietly as he trailed the patterns that graced Nikki's chest. 

Nikki frowned. "What?" he asked, twisting his fingers around Tommy's hair. 


"I told you toes were entertaining.’ 


